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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

Reposting. Like | said before, this came from a story that my grampa used to tell me that would terrify the 
living hell out of me. Supposedly, according to him, there was a monster (| can\'t remember what he called it) 
that would come get pieces of your soul, bit by bit until you died if you had been bad It used to terrify me. 
But, then again, | suppose it isn\'t the South without a terrifying and gruesome \'if you\'re bad, they\'ll get 
you\" story. 


Enjoy. 
He fixated on the movement of her skirt, hearing that low laughter as she danced faster, shadows from the 
fire leaping onto the walls, making shapes that seemed to move. 


Richie wasn't supposed to look her in the eyes, he knew that, knew that something in her eyes stole something 
in him, something he could never get back. He had met her while she was hitchhiking one day. 


Stupid move, picking up a hitchhiker, but it seemed like the kindest thing to do on a cold and rainy day. Her 


hair, long and dark and scented with.something he couldn't place. It had hung wetly down her back, soaking her 
dark shirt more and making it cling to her breasts and the rest of her as the water trickled down to her skirt. 


He couldn't remember her name, just that she had been traveling for a long time. Actually, he couldn't 


remember a lot of things. He knew that the first moment he opened his mouth to offer his place to stay was 


a bad idea. 
It had been when he had offered. But something in her eyes, those dark as well, compelled him to offer his 
place. Something in her eyes and the way she walked made him take her up to his room, a room that felt 


empty, even with the two of them having sex in it. 


Something had happened. He couldn't remember what. He remembered friction Friction and heat and his back 


arching so hard it felt like it was breaking and then... 

Richie felt odd. 

His hands couldn't remember how to play the guitar. They had fumbled over the strings, unable to play as she 
sat across from him, the soft and low tone of her voice making him blush. Richie couldn't remember the last 


time he had blushed. 


The night and days had blurred, until he was unsure which was which. His phone had stopped ringing, the 
machine blinking in a frantic way that slowly filtered through his muddled brain 


Laughter, stronger this time, called him back, his eyes shifting slowly to focus in the fire. That was good. 


Focus in the fire and he'd never meet her eyes. Her eyes that stole something from him every time he did. 
Pieces. 


The word rose to the front of his mind like an air bubble does to the surface from the deep ocean. Slow and 
fragile. 


It didn't make sense, though. Nothing about it made sense. Pieces of what? It occurred again, that question of 


what was going on It was another air bubble. 

She said something and the bubbles burst. Richie fought with his eyes, keeping them focused on something 
that wasn't her eyes, that wasn't those pupil-less eyes that sucked out pieces of HIM. Pieces that he couldn't 
describe or get back. 

He had lost the ability to speak, her eyes taking that with her as well. Where, though? To where? 


He didn't know. 


Richie was finding that there were a lot of things he didn't know. 


After his speech left, so did other things. He had no desire. For anything. Least of all sex. And then she took 


his memory. 


He couldn't really remember a lot of things. First girlfriend. First feeling up in the back of a car. First time on 
stage. First.. 


Everything. 


The roaring of the ocean stunned him, the massive wall of sound paired with the crackling of a fire on the 


beach. When had they lit a fire? 


Her skirt swirled over the flames, somehow not catching as he shut his eyes, reveling in the darkness and the 
safety in hiding from something like a child does. If he couldn't see her, then at least she couldn't take 


something from him. 
Things fell silent. Dead silent. 


No ocean. No fire. But most important, no laughter. No laughter teasing him to look up to eyes that should 
have been sparkling with life, not black without anything to them. It was like hearing those stories as a child, 
the ones that terrified you into not sleeping. The ones where it scared you to know that they used to put 


silver dollars on corpses’ eyes so they wouldn't open again until burial. 
Money for the ferryman. 


He concentrated on the sound, not hearing anything near him or even away from him as his eyes slowly 


opened. 


He found himself on the beach, the heat from the fire smacking into him as a weight slid onto him. It felt like 
a block of stone. A big block. 


And then there was that scent; that scent of her hair that had unsettled him and he couldn't peg why and it 
hit him what it smelt like. It smelt like earth and fire and other things. But then her mouth was on his and he 


couldn't close his eyes as she took more and more and more. 


Richie couldn't remember why he wasn't supposed to look. 


